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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The generous Subſcribers to the publi- 
cation of DUBLIN will pleaſe to take 
notice, that the author (in order to accom- 
modate the circumſtances of ſome, and 
provide reſting places for all his readers) 
has been induced to divide his Eſſay into 
five books, to be printed ſucceſſively, and 
ſold for a Britih fixpence each. The firſt 
(which is merely a prelude to the reſt) he 
now offers to the Public; all are ready for 
the preſs, and the Subſcribers may depend 
on having each ſucceeding Book punctually 
tranſmitted to them on its publication. 
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TO THE - 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 


Henry Theophilus Clements, 


ONE OF HIS MAJESTY'S MOST HONOURABLE PRIVY 
COUNCIL, DEPUTY VICE-TREASURER, &c. 


SIR, 


'Trx following Eſſay, with humble confidence, 
1 place under your protection. Though your 
name has never, until now, adorned a page of 
mine, I rejoice to acknowledge, with gratitude, 
that it has given a ſanction to my more juvenile 
attempts, and that from you, as an individual, 
they have received their greateſt encouragement, 
The tribute then of this dedication, on my part, 
I think moſt juſtly your due, and I truſt that you 
will continue to extend your patronage to a muſe 
whoſe praiſe your virtues have ſecured, and the 
laſh of whoſe ſatire you poniognenaly can have no 
reaſon to fear. 


Here I have to lament, that ſincerity hath too 
ſeldom diQated the encomiums of a dedication; 
hence I feel myſelf neceſſitated to reſtrain the fineſt 
movement of my ſoul, leſt perſons unacquainted 
with your worth, ſhould miſtake my honeſt praiſe 
for the ebullition of an heated imagination, or the 

wary 


2 
warm effuſion of a grateful heart. But by men 
who have the happineſs of truly knowing your 


goodneſs, I would not be thought to exaggerate 
ſhould I ſay, that a more expanded boſom, a more 


| liberal turn of mind, a clearer judgment, a bolder 


courage, or a ſtricter adherence to truth, than you 
are in full poſſeſſion of, and have at different times 
exhibited, can ſeldom be met with in the moſt 
extenſive acquaintance with the Great. In your 
public capacity I have long beheld you with plea- 
ſure, wiſely ſteering the middle courſe—neither 
meanly acquieſcing with the bad, or ſtubbornly 


_ oppoſing the good meaſures of government; being 


a ſtriking inſtance that a Patriot may enjoy a place, 
and that loyalty 'to your ſovereign is not incom- 
patible with love to your country and good will to 
your friends. Should the trifle which I thus in- 
trude on your leiſure fortunately pleaſe you, I 
ſhall conſider my labour in writing it fully recom- 
penſed, and ſhall rejoice that I have. been in any 


* viſe conducive to the happineſs of my earlieſt 


patron, whoſe many virtues I have long revered, 


and whoſe generoſity I have amply experienced, 
and ſhall ever think it my greateſt honour to hay 
* thus publicly to n el, 


SIR, 


Your much obliged, moſt devoted, 
and very humble ſervant, 


The AUTHOP. 


re, 


PREFACE. 


GenTLE READBR, 


'T us incorrectneſs of the following ſlight 


performance, obliges me to trouble you 
with a few apologetical words by way of 
preface. My eſſay was written profeſſedly 
for the purpoſe of being made public; 
and therefore ſhould have been brought to 
the higheſt ſtate of perfection attainable by 
the author. It was indeed at firſt intended 
to have been a regular poem deſcriptive. of 
every thing worth notice in the metropolis ; 
but herein I have failed : for having been 
obliged (for the purpoſes of buſineſs which 
has ſince occupied almoſt my whole time) 
to retire from town, where I had reſided at 
the period when I undertook the following 


work, my information and leiſure were 


conſequently abridged, and the full poſſeſ- 
ſion of both theſe was requiſite to enable 
me to perfet ſo arduous an undertaking ; 
hence I have been neceſſitated to relinquiſh 
my firſt deſign, and inſtead of a regular 
poem, have produced an irregular eſſay, 
compoſed of deſultory ſketches, the prema- 


ture offspring of hurry and itinerary ſtudy. 


As 


_ 

As to pleaſe the variety of taſtes is an 

impoſſibility, I have not attempted it, but 

have avoided ſo far as the nature of my 

work would admit, the giving offence to 
any man or ſet of men. 


| Viow: Folly and Faſhion, I have ſatirized 
wherever they have aroſe to view; but 


have not pointed the ſhafts of invective at 
individuals, poſſeſſing, I truſt, too much 


chriſtianity to be the enemy of any of my 
fellow- creatures: I therefore moſt earneſtly 
entreat my readers to beware how and to 
whom they apply the ſeveral characters I 
have drawn, leſt while they would attach 
the cap to the head of another, it ſhould 
be more aptly fitted to their own. With 
this requeſt I take my leave, that you will 
judge with candour, and read rather to be 
pleaſed than to criticiſe ; nor criticiſe at all 


until you have firſt purchaſed the Book ; 


make it your own, and then uſe it as you 


think proper. If there can be found one 


line in the whole work that tends to offend 

men, or promote vice, let it be Co 
out, and it ſhall be waſhed away 
repentant tears of 


The AUTHOR: 


y the 
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| Tur rural Theme no more my Muſe invites, 


Nor painted mead, nor flowing ſtream delights; 


From ſcenes where brutes enjoy the kindly ſoil, 


While men for bread on barten mountains toil ; 


Where little landlords rule in petty ſtate, 5 


And ſtarve their tenants that their beeves may eat; 
For hares and partridge reſolutions frame, 


And injure mankind to protect the game; 


From native, long neglected country ſcenes, 
Where peaſants mourn their inſufficient means, 10 
And, cruſh'd beneath a tyrant maſter's hand: 


Sigh hunger o'er th? uncultivated land. 


With indignation fir'd I turn away, 
The gayet ſcenes of folly to furvey ; 
To paint the vices of a eity throng, 15 
And Dvza, pride of eities! claims my ſong. 
| B | Once 


132 4 
Once AsHeLED nam'd, and where of old tis ſaid 
Young AuL1ana liy'd, a lovely maid, 
ALyinus daughter, and his darling child, 
Fair as the ſpring, and as the ſummer mild, 20 
Ripe as autumnal fruits in orchards grow, 
Yet, was her boſom chaſte, as, winter's ſnow. 
She lov'd a youth, but never told her pain, 
She lov'd a youth, but ah! ſhe lov'd in vain; 


The ſtarting tear oft trembled in her eye, 25 


And oft her breaſt heav'd with the ſudden ſigh. 
In vain the table was with dainties crown'd, 

In vain the merry jeſt and dance went round, 
In vain ſweet muſic did its charms impart, 


To ſooth the tender anguiſh of her heart, 30 


Save that ſhe fixt to one lov'd point her mind, 
She loath'd herſelf, the world, and all mankind; 
Loſt in the waking, fond, delirious dream, | 
She ſaw not youthful ALein's equal flame. 

And ALyin, who with equal ſuff rings ſtrove, 35 
Ne'er thought of tender AuLIANA's love. 

At length to Liffey's fatal wave ſhe hi'd, 

And plung'd deſpairing in the rapid tide: 

Riſing, ſhe ſees her lover on the ſhore, 

She wav'd her hand, and ſunk to riſe no more. 40 
Ah! luckleſs AUuLtana, hapleſs maid, 

Frantic with grief, the wretched ALI ſaid, 
Then ſudden plunging, claſp'd her faded charms, 
And ſunk to endleſs night within her arms. 


Hence to perpetuate his daughter's fame, 435 


AL ixus call'd the city by her name; 
3 But 


* _ — cc. 2 
. 
- "4 


| 1 4 


1 ; 
But ſtill corruption added ſomething new, 
Till it EBLANa, and ſoon DUBLIN grew. 


Now, as I write, imagination's eyes 
I turn, where pennants flow and turrets riſe, 50 
Maſt over malt, ſpire above ſpire aſcends, 
Fill in the clouds the mingled proſpect ends. 
Charm'd with the ſcene, in raptures I ſurvey 
The flowing river and the buſy quay. 
Now o' er the ſplendid ſquare my eyes do roam, 55 
Now fix'd attentive on the public dome. 
The crowded ſtreet with ſmiles I wander — 
And now the private palace ſtrikes my view. 
All, all T ſee, my patriot boſom warms, 
And with a thouſand ſweet ſenſations charms. 60 
Yet while theſe ſhining ſcenes my thoughts employ 
In the mid rapture of increaſing joy, 
A riſing ſigh, a filent tear declares, 
That DusBLiN has its follies, crimes and cares; 
Such crimes as muſt the hope of mercy loſe, 65 
And call down vengeance from the tow'ring muſe, 
Who juſtly lets the ſcourge of ſatire fall, 
And dips deſcription's pen in ink of gall. 


Now bright Aurora, in her morning gown, 
Ariſes, bluſhing for the ſlumb'ring town, 70 
And as ſhe bids the torpid ſluggard riſe, 

The god of day announces o'er the ſkies. 
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See, Kan arms of twining Lais fled, 
The guilty huſband ſeeks a guilty bed,, 
And wond”ring finds, curſt with deſerv'd diſgrace, 
The print of limbs that warm'd and filFd his place, 


Lock yonder, where the murd'rous ſon of prey 


Sculks through the alley from approaching day; 
Sudden he dives down to the cellar deep, 


And moans his mangled conſcience in his ſleep; 80 


Sees air-drawn daggers, * gibbets, death and hell, 


Till night recalls him from his dreary cell. 


Hark, at the barrack beats the thund'ring drum, 
Come, from your beds of ſtraw, you ſoldiers, come; 
The ſoldier, more by fear than glory ſway'd, g E 
Prays a ſew oaths, and haſtens to parade. ä 


Behold yon bacchanal, with bloated fron, 
Juſt reeking from ſome harlot's vile embrace; 
As he with execrations lifts his eyes, 
Like Pentheus ſees a double fun ariſe. ge 


Now at the purl-ſhop, the nat 1 
Pours down his morning draught of bitter ale; 3 
At his employer's door then patient ſtands, 
And waits the hour with knocker in his hands, 


Warn'd by the early bell to eome and pray, 98 
To church the angry pation takes his way; 
Na 


? Macbeth. 


| t 3-2 
No brethren there! then how, ſhall be g n? 
W fue, wth © Or alam 215 


os Sig“ 2 


| Scarce here and there «feeble lamp * 
And hackney coaches to their ſtands return; 100 
Swoke doth from er 1) Simmer deb And. \ 
And ES EPR ENGL £ 


Now greedy prolates gt the Caſtle walk, 
Inſatiate beg; and faun, and cringe in Nm: | 
To catch the whele, like Levi's children try, hes 
While as curates RIB n e er 


The tutriug Chonibos W ausn bend | 
And ſatchel ſtuff d with learning, books, and bread; 
Thinks on the future ſuff rings of the day, 


Anticipates the rod, and Bight for play: 1 


* tft, miſs Tom bas qui his bed af "yp 
To drag his weight af boots oder half the town; - 
His {mart round hat, and mon{t'rous club diſcloſe, 
Th' armorial enſigns af our modern beauk ; 
Powder, pomiatum, perfumes, clothe his head, 115 
Its lining fuſtian, Spaniſh ſnuff, and lead. 
Each modeſt female, as ſhe paſſes by, 
With blyſhes meets his languid, ſtaring eye. 
But be not vain, poor fop; or. e er ſuppoſe, 
Each e an 7 powder'd noſe; 126; 

Dom 


* Vide ben Y 
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DvsLtit's bright fair ones bluſh alone to ſee © 
The human form divine ſo ſpoil'd in thee; 
While, ah! poor witleſs things, themſelves 0 
nenen ene ee | 

See | Blowzalind, by Heav'n already bleſs'd 125 
With ample prominence of either breaſt, 
On her huge boſom gauze and muſlin heap, : 
Still adding to the error of her ſhape, ' 
Till to her noſe the tumid-wonders riſe; - © 
And almoſt hide the luſtre of her eyes: bg 


| Becauſe ſlim Thais doth with care expoſe 


Her artificial bubbies to the beaux ; 
For whom what beauties nature has — 
French EE has well rota 
. 7 

- O! now * ſylph to Chloe's . 135 
My modeſt muſe, to view the goddeſs there: 
She wakes at twelve, and wonders why till two 
One might not ſleep who's nothing elſe to do, 
Rings for her maid, and tott'ring to her glaſs, 
Sighs at the change ten hours had brought to paſs; 
Her meagre cheeks the lily do diſcloſe, 
And all the blooming beauties'of the roſe, ö 
O dire miſchance! has faſten'd to her noſe. 
A thouſand different waſhes now ſhe tries; 
She plaits her lips, ſhe ogles with her eyes, 145 
Puts on her patches, rouge, and rich attire, 
And out ſhe goes to ſet the world on fire. | 

Bright 


E 0 


1 72 

Bright as the ſun, mild as the lunar ray, s. 
Now Heav'n defend all honeft hearts 1 ff l, * 
But let her paint and rad wheneer th wil, 150 
Poor Chloe grows more old and ugly ſtill. 


But you, ye fair, that grace the city throng, 
Pride of our iſle, and glory of my ſong;  _ 
Whoſe charms Circaſſians might with wonder 
Bright as the goddeſs fam'd Appelles drew: 155 
Why, charmers, why with baleful arts deſtroy 
The boaſt of nature, and the lover's joy ? 
Why lay the noxious rouge upon that face 
Where now already blooms the vermeil grace? 
Or why with waſhes ſtrive to add new charms 160 
To the conſummate lily of your arms ? 

Since more true beauties deck one Iriſh toaſt - 
Than a whole world of painted dolls can boaſt. 
Let art patch up proud Gallia's olive dames, 
And form its beauties on the banks of Thames; 165 
Let th' Italian courteſan diſplay 


Her white-waſh'd face, ſpoil'd ſhape, and rich 


array; 
But curs'd be ſhe, who, firſt from foreign parts, 
Brought upon Iriſh ground theſe baneful arts, 
Deſtroying nature's, virtue's lovelieſt plan, 1 
And rend'ring woman hateful unto mann. 


Say, men. of taſte, who delicately prove  .. 
The ſweet ſenſations of congenial love, 
What 


£8] 

What paſſions feel you, when like Phaeton 
Bright Delia drives the chariot of the ſun ; 75 
In ſhinitg trappings are ber ſteeds array d, 1 
Her milk- white bea ver helmet - like diſplay d, 9 
While mingled plumes nod terror from her head; 
She wields her whip, it ſeems a ſpear afar, 
Her chariot rattles all the din of war; 180. 
Behind, like modern military beaux, | 
Pie-colour” d myrmidons appear in rows; 
Below her wheels on gilded axles turn, 

Above like fire-brands the flambeaux burn; 
While all the woman throbs within her breaſt, 185 
She ſhines without the warrior confeſs'd, 

And with prepoſt'rous arts, till now unknown, 
——— Rr. e 


'Tis now the buſy aud the noon - tide WP 
When through the ſtreets the crowds mem 


pour; 190 
Snug in their ſhops, rich dunces ſneer ated lie, 
As wit and honeſty in rags paſs by; | 


Poor weeping creditors: on foot reproach 


The wealthy bankrupt rolling in his coach; 
Virtue on pattens o'er the kennel ftrides, 195 


And vice ttiumphant in het chariot tides. 


Now cythbrous wealth its trappings doth ur 


* Refulgent glitt'ring in the blaze of day; 


The horſes bound, the powder'd lacquies wait, 
n ONE: moves on in ſtatd,. 200 
" Spreads 


L ] 
Spreads zer and wide dazaling pompous yall, 


In fun' ral grandeur for the nation's fall: 
What; -tho? rich Dives decks with gems Neo 
Squeez'd from the labours of th' induſtrious poor; 
What, tho? for him the ſyren tunes her ſong, 205 
And the rich gilded chariot rolls along ; | 
What, tho' he ſleeps on down, breathes ſcentedd air, 
.Tho': human ponies draw him in his chair, 
Tho”: India's diamonds ornament his dreſs,  - 
Can private wealth give public happineſs, --+ 210 
While poverty contiguous droops her head,. 
And begging millions groan for daily bread? ;/_ 
Lon troop of mendicants that meet my fight, 

Pining for ant, and loft to-alledelight,  ' 
In nature's plaintive language tell me true, 2215 
Never to judge the many-by the fev ; 
For while ſuperſſuous wealth attracts the 7e 
Thouſands unſeen, unknown, unpitied . 
Unhappy ha, who melts at human woe, 


Vet na relief ar comfort can beſto w; 1 
From importuning mis ry forcd to fir, 1 
Or only give the unavailing ligh, | 


ganmt 


0! 3 — no more 3... 
Thou ne'er haſt felt a wiſh for wealth — nk 
Heav'n's equal ſway with gratitude endure, 225 
Who makyy fools yas pps ROO 


Far from the 9 let me rove , 


Where green Kilmainham rears the royal pile, 
} C Thro? 
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Tho its cool gallery, O let me ſtray, , 
Or on its verdant graſs-plats waſte the day; * 
Smile with che vet ran o'er his homely meal, 
;Sweeten'd by heark'ning to the ofttold tale; 
While loud is heard the cripple jeſter's jokes, 
Who many a time had piy d his witty ſtrokes 
Milk laughing ſquadrons from Hibernia far, 235 
And ſmooth'd with damiles the horrid Gront of war. 
<© When i was young,“ begins the wonder new, 


im repetition makes mn dt f , 


And all attentive his aſtoniſt d ſon | 
Admire the c tis daher mover done. | #40 


The youtkſal follier in de > 
With raptur'd eye, whe be aa mes 
Thence marching to the thunder of che War, 
He dares the foe and eourts he honeſt ſear; 
Aſſur'd i onee rteturting home with Rfe, 245 
Denner 


| Here to recount his feats, and proudly tell 


Au 


Lo! croſs the "cane and 855 riſing high, 
The'park's delightful coverts catch the eye, 250 
Where blazing high the Pheenix doth appear, 
And bids us think on Statthope * with u tear; 
Who, it erecting, did his taſte difphay, 
Himſelf à rarer Phcenix of his day. AK 


in Earl of Cheſterfield. 
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O never by wy grateful mule forgot _ 
Be the dear ſcenes that bleſs — : 
Sweet vary'd views that fell the thought refn'd, 
Ant give romantic ideas to the mind? 
Freſh breathes the living proſpect all around, 
Which fkies alone or diſtant mountains bound, 
While diſtant charms the eye wit joy ſurveys, 
Or nearer beauties more minutely pleaſe. 
Here riſes high the proudly ſplenditl dame, 
There droops- the gentle ſhepherd's humble home; 
Here lie the Datt'ring guns im dread: array, 265 
Here ſponts the fawn. fweet! o'er tie velvet green, 
And there the Wicklow mountains far are ſoen ;. 
Here the white ſwan forms proudly o'er the pond, 
And boldly ſues for fayours at my hand; 270 
And there the — eren ee me 
plain, | 

Or timid ſeek. es dag. 
Deep in the midſt of yonder ſhady ſcene, _ 
Where _ hawthorns ach. the verdant 


— aud his darling, maid,, 279 
With love's ſoft language bleſs the ſylvan ſhade ; 
There muling melancholy, waſtes her hours, 
While ſorrow's ſighs ſoft. echo: thro? the bow r 
There oft noglected merit all alone 

| Obſcurely pines, to wealth and pride unknown. 


Help*d 
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HFelp'd by the halter or the paſſive knife, | 
There too the ſuicide re his life, ' 
Uſurps a pow'r that ne'er to man was giv'n, 

And n the thunder from the hand of heav'n, 


Ah! ] who are 8 eee vigour pet 285 


In yonder vale each other's life to end, 


Succeſſively the ſword and piſtol try, 
Reciprocally bent to kill or die; 
Stung by the fiend revenge for ſhallow cauſe 


The tavern brawl decides by honour's laws, 290 
Some word miſtaken, or ſome p—y quean, 


Leaves boſom friends all breathleſs on the plain; 
While the poor quiet deer aſtoniſh'd eyes 


«== MAB ee ee 


TY pitying muſe turns from thoſe bse away, 
To where yon band their azure harp diſplay; 
Wide o'er the plain which weſterly declines, 

In bright array come forth the martial lines, 
They march, by virtuous CHARLEMONT review'd, 
With order, diſcipline, and ſtrength endu'd. 300 
Hail, band of patriots! brother warriors hail ! 
The firm ſupport rters of the common weal, 
True Volunteers i in virtue s freedom's cauſe, 
Defenders of our liberty and laws; 


The hydra diſcord dare appear no more, 3056 


Nor Gallia point her thunders at our ſhore, 

While unanimity, great freedom's ſoul, 

Pervades each rank, and cloſe connects the whole; 
The 


L. 18 1 


The day may come to better uſe apply d, 
Than guarding air baloons by Liffey's ſide, 310 


When unto foreign climes with vengeance hurP'd, 
Your Iriſh thunders rattle round the world, 
Making each deſpot tremble on his throne, 


And armed hoſts Hibernia's freedom own. 


Sweet park, to all thy verdant charms adieu, 


No more thy fair Elyfiums riſe to view, 


For not to-ſummer's bloom confin'd, I ſing 
The ſportive joys that-colder ſeaſons bring, 
When winter howling o'er the country ſcene, - 
And arm'd with tempeſts deſolates the green; 320 
When from the north the haggard ſtorms ariſe, | 
And nitrous atoms throng the gelid ſkies; - | 
When-the long night curtails the ſhorten'd day, 


And ſal, in mourning, lends a feeble ray, 


Juſt peeping from the ſouth beholds the plain, 325 


And ſinks lamenting to the ſeas again. dogg 
When ice the ſtream's augmented current chains, 


And ſnow deſcending whitens all the plains ; 


Hills, vales and woodlands undiſtinguiſh'd lie, 


And with a weary blank offend the eye; 330 


Then (to the ſkies their margins ſounding loud) 


The frozen ponds admit the ſkaĩting crowd, 
All Dublin's ſons pour forth their ſkill to try, 
And curving rapid o'er the ſurface fly, 


In graceful attitudes a thouſand ways, 335 
And-equal poiz'd they mingle in the maze ; 


< | While 


[ 4 ] 
| While as ſame wight untkilful falls around, 
DeriGon's/ſdouw thi? all thetexowd nabend, 
Slait on; gay youths, nor-etivying will to ſhave 
The huntfman's triumph o'er the timid hare,, 340 
Nor join the fowler's port who youder roves, 
And more than winter defolates * the. groves ; 
Truſt me, He who omniſcient looks on all, 
Counts ev ry hare, and ſees the ſparrow fall; 
With frowns behelds the. wanton waſte of blood, 
But ſmiling ſhields the feaites from the flood; 
The unſtain d recreation pleag'd He eyes, 
By which not e en his meaneſt ereatare. dies. 
Hail! guiltleſs fport, congenial to my mind. 
In which delight wich innocence is join d; 4356 


Wich to the wint'ry deſart eharms beſtows, 


Let rich men kill the game, and laws employ | 

To ſhield: from others that themſelves deſtroy ;; 

Let booby ſquires purſue the frighted hare, 355 

Their cabs pour leaden vengeance tlire* the air; 

Anglers with baited hook the ſiſ deceive, 

And villains: make unwary maids believe; 

While each (his pity in his pleaſure drown'd); . 

. Proclaims iv ſport when ruin fpreads around. 360 

But be it mine, amid the active thrang, 

On ſounding ſkaits to curve the ice along, 

Brave the cold wint' ry blaſt in fweet employ, 

And health and! pleafureby one act enjoy. 
Meanwhile, 


* Initation of Thompſon, 
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' Meanwhile, a mer rene my wand"rng lay 355 
Invites, bete courſess haund the road away, 

' Al Publy round all Dublin's beauties ride, 
And RuTLanv's ſelf of beauties ſhe the pride, 
Wich igraceful action throws the Glken thong, 

As her obedient ꝓonies prance along ; „ $72 
That while they champ the bit the pavement paw, 
Proud of the precious burden which they dra 
And force obedience: from the tyger wid; 


More fitly waited.on. by laughing loves, .. 375 


By Juno's'peacocks drawn or Venus doves, 


And ton and taſte their equipage diſplag. 

Some grocers daughter panting for n⁰ο]¹ iW. 

Gets on a pedlar's hack arriv'd in town; 380 

With aukward attitude ſhe jolts along. 

At onee the ſcorn and Wonder of the throng; 

But ſhouw'd her Roſinante s modeſt ear 

Too geylhy ſhun the noiſe approaching near, 

She now, tas late, her-fglly doth bewail, 365 

And like John Gilpin ſeizeth mane and tail, 

While grandeur triumphs out, Preſumptuous flint, 

Supine ſhe falls -and-walows an the dirt. 
7 | Thus 
* The a | F'S , wall h 
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no longer a reſident here: the Author could poſſibly have no 

other abject in vie chan the celebration of that/bemuty)ſo uui- 

yerfally and juſtly admired in our late amiable Vice-Queen. 
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Thus poetaſters fall W aſſes 


They mount upon the border of Ig 
Laugh'd ar by bards wh Bar on wing Pega, 


. 


But let me Jon awhile: to mount on high, | 
Thie Grand Canal attracts me from the 2 5 25 
See nate yielding to the pow'r of art, N 
Huge quarries, rocks, and hills Ane el 395 
Metals and min'rals forc'd their beds . 
Make Peſſage gor the nayigable wars e 
Soon on the finiſh'd work I hope to Tal - => 
Klees e rn * 
Then Iriſh. coal fn Dublin ſhall abound,” Fo 
box: Ah at Stannon's head found; 
ninexee i 41d alike its gifts corre : 
— thrive from ſea t6 fea,” * — 


Rr es, 
How opal 4 
onder Iock vom ele che paſſeug flood, 45 
Wü A gte wofdrods work attend. 
The pals iets nen depth to depth e 
Then (jylfif keyell' © with che lower * 
The boldgyof:the witer gently deve,” 7 
Till che por Borſes Nhrves to human 9 
Nigh to me city Baſon ceaſe to draw.. - 


"A n 


Now turn I other Lats to _— 
The ample refervoir claims my verſe, 
Which to a thouſand tubes imparts its ſtore; 
While They We it nt a ee more, 415 

124.5" I 
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Till in the higheſt ſtreets the water's found, 
And humid bleſſings flow to all around; 
In this ſweet ſcene, neglected by the crowd, 
Who mix in throngs their guilty heads to ſhroud; 
Let mg, by lonely meditation brought, 420 
Taſte all the luxury of filent thought, 
Around the margin unfrequented grown, 
Save by ſome fond romantic ſwain alone; 
With retroſpective view my actions trace, 
And dare to look my conſcience in the face. 425 
Oft as I to the charming fount repair, 
I tremble left Diana ſhou'd be there; 
Far thro' the walks no fingle found I hear, 
All filent fpeaks the baſhful goddeſs near; 
Save where the lonely redbreaſt tunes his ſong, 430 
And moorhens flutter as they ſwim along. 


In beauteous contraſt, hark! along the Coombe, 
Reſounds the labours of the bufy loom ; 
Briſkly the nimble ſhuttles glide along, 

While dancing treadles time the weavers fong; 435 
Smooth from the reed the well-wrought fabric flows 
In finer texture than the Perſian knows, 

With warmer tints than ancient Tyrian dyes, 

Or all the morning radiance of the ſkies ; 

Silk, wool, flax, cotton, from the artiſts hands, 440 
Spread vary*d bleſſings o'er th' ungrateful land. 


Th' ungrateful land, that with a ſtepdame's hate, 
Gives up the labours of her ſons to fate; 
x h D Scorns 
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Scorns uſeful Iriſh arts, but with applauſe 
Hails Engliſh luxuries, and French gewgaws ; 
At home the ſons of genius pine forlorn, 446 
Or fly to foreign climes ne'er to return; 
And from all they hold dear far far away 
For their ungrateful country weep and pray; 
Weavers and poets webs meet equal doom, 456 
Or wove in fancy's or the artiſt's loom, 
While Engliſh traſh meets undeſerv'd reward, 
Tho' bought like Iriſh frizes by the yard. 


Lo! juſt imported, with new ſilks and teas, 

Poems and pamphlets, callicoes and plays, 455 

Fit for the ſummer's uſe, as thin and light 

As ever loom did weave, or poet write, 

Are now expos'd to ſale, and may be ſeen 

In Dame-ſtreet, Grafton-ſtreet, and College-green; 
Pleas'd with the advertiſement's novel ſound, 460 

Fops, dunces, fools, and critics flock around, 

Praiſe every foreign trifle they behold, 

And Engliſh baubles buy with Iriſh gold, 

While Bookſeller and draper with a ſmile, 

Finds DuBLiN is the bedlam of the iſle. 465 


Hail! town of taſte, whoſe fancy nought can fit, 
But ſmuggled bales of Engliſh wou'd-be wit, 
Odd things from, London run, command your 
praiſe, | | 
Which Iriſh bards muſt copy if they'd pleaſe; 
A louſe, 
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A louſe, a mouſe, a prelate, and a flea, 470 
Ending with —iad, bear the palm away; 
Folly and froth beſt catch the ready pence, 

Then who that's in his ſenſes wou'd write ſenſe ; 
No ſhelter. here, our Iriſh poets fly, 

Like birds of paſſage, to a warmer ſky ; 475 
For dulneſs to the higheſt poſts may riſe, ' 
While wit muſt ſtarve, or ſtoop to raiſe exciſe ; 
Wait on the tide that laves his native ſhore, 

Or hearth-money collect from door to door. 


Friend, if thou haſt a ſon, a very fool, 480 
He'll make his fortune, ſend the boy to ſchool ; 
Soon will he learn that two and two make four, 
And, truſt me, Newton knew but little more ; 
Ne'er fear the dulneſs of his heavy head, 

His gold ſhall be proportion'd to his lead; 485 
For in all truth and juſtice, tis moſt fit 

That one ſhou'd wealth pofleſs, another wit, 
Formal ſtupidity, with vacant face, 

Plods on to riches with a ſteady pace; 
While genius roaming wide no rule refirains, 490 
The end he miſſes, for he ſcorns the means. 
The dullard worlding, bleſt with ſhallow ſoul, 
Has no fine tender paſſions to control ; 

Fhe joys and griefs of pity and of love, 

While blunt each ſenſe, his boſom ne'er can move; 
No ſocial feelings warm his heart of ſtone, 


He lives for ſelf, for ſordid ſelf alone; 
Ne'er 
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Ne er e e " 
No kindred Grants hit eyes; 
Raa orte a: pany to ſhew, 560 
ea his hdgehog quills to human woe. 

0 daemon parts, 
e and the finer ss, 

as you ſee the bloom of wit appear, 

: n the earlier bloſſoms of the year, 505 
2 Fre the great work of learning is begun. 

= 6 2 Ohl nip the tender bud, ot he's undone, 
And thou may'{t live to ſee his gen'rous breaſt, \ 
By others woes more than his own diſtreſt, 

See him, while ſtemming vice's rapid tide, 5 10 
Wooe c ain poverty, 2 willing bridez 


f Turn'd to ſome ſtupid artful printet”s gain, 
great author diſregarded lies, 


Or forc'd thro? penury, with ſhameful art, 
e pimp's or pander's fcoundrel part, 
vices of fome ſhallow peer, 

And fawn and cringe in ſtate throughout the year, 
Wed ſome caſt miſtreſs for the luſt of gain, 520 
And riſe to envy*d wealth by actions mean. 
Accurſt be he who'll ſtoop to ſhifts like theſe, 

Or tune his verſe the venal Great to pleaſe ; 

Or in a cauſe he hates e er wield his pen, 

The champion of diſhonourable men. 525 
But ever, ever honour'd be the bard, 
Eternal glory be his great reward, | 


Who 


Wo ſcorning Bagger Ha6dious M. 2 
Paints to rank VIee- rm _ 5 
Until the Great, e 
—_ 53x Y 
Here, * Devil, ak is rs 
* Deform'd, unfiniſh'd, ſent besos by. 
Into this ſnarling world, ſo lamely made, 
That critic dogs bark at it as they read.” f © 337 
And let them bark; Ell try new ways to win eg 
My next ſhall pleaſe them, or the D=1s in em; 
My next at Satire's nobleſt game ſhall fly— 
Reader, good night ! thou'rt tir d; and fo am J. 
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The Printer's Devil. + Imitation of Richard. 
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No more of Poets, let them play the Bard, 

Certain of meeting merited reward; 

When Munſter Parſons will their Tithes refuſe, 

Laureats write ſenſe, and Proctors aſk no dues : 

Soon as O'K—ff—e's Pegaſus mean no more 5 

To genteel comedy will dare to ſoar, 

Or lofty C—-b—l—4's fine tinſel'd muſe | 

Will deign true wit's and nature's path to chuſe : 

Soon as poor G—f—th will forbear to mutter 
Complaints for quarr'ling with his bread and 

| butter : 10 

Soon as O*L—ry points to error's way, 

Or B-ſh-ps love, and W—tl-y hate, to pray: 


New themes ariſe. My muſe, ſay, wilt thou dare 


To ſing the f. plendid domes of Merion-ſquare ; 
Where 


24 ] 
Where great falſe grandeur lolls in velvet eaſe, 1 * 


Where falſer pleaſures cloy, but never pleaſe; 
Where ſmiles ſtill falſer ſigns of joy impart, 


<While unaffęcted anguiſh rends the heart. 


Or wilt thou tell, what all the town can ſee, 
That Queen's-bridge five has, Eſſex arches three; 
That while thro' theſe high elegant and wide 21 
Alternate ebbs and flows the Liffey's tide, 

The reſt all architecture's laws defy, 

And give each order of the five the lie; 

Teach me to ſing the noiſe of Efſex-ſtreet, 25 
And make immortal all the cars I meet ; 

Tell what coal-porter ſwifteſt drives along, 

And tramps to death moſt children in the throng. 
Or ſay, when lame the Cuſtom-houſe had grown, 


And could, poor thing, no longer ſtand alone, 30 


How it gain'd crutches, ſcorn'd the ſtinking tide, 
Hopp'd down the ſtream, and gain'd the other fide ; 


And how, two cent'ries hence, ſome honeſt men 


May lend it crutches back to hop again, 


Hug their dear country's marrow from the bone, 


And turn. Hibernia's wealth to Portland ſtone. 
Or ſhall I now each chequer'd ſcene ſurvey, 


' To. mark in throngs the buſtle of the day, 


In Rutland-ſquare to view the great, the proud, 
On Eſſex- bridge to buſtle with the croud; 40 
Wade, with Moll Flagon, Copper-alley's mire, 
Or ſoar triumphant to St. Patrick's ſpire. \ 
But firſt, with reverential awe awhile, 
Let me admire the venerable pile; 

| | | While 
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While as its hallow'd bounds, expanded wide, 45 
In all the antique pomp of gothic pride, 

My wonder raiſeth with my raviſh'd eye, 

High as aſcends its ſteeple in the ſky : 

O let me to the ſacred place repair, ©] 
Long dedicate to worſhip and to pray'r, 50 
With ſmiles to view, arrang'd on either hand, 
Saint Patrick's knights armorial enſigns ſtand 
Whoſe ſwords and burniſhed helmets ſhine confeſt, 
Each to the eye reflecting all the reſt. 

No more let England Bath's proud knighted hoſt, 
Nor &en her garter's ancient honours boaſt, 
Since lords and princes, long the pride of fame, 
Have crown'd their glory with ſaint Patrick's name. 
May th' illuſtrious order ſtill be found | 
Attach'd to Iriſh worth, on Iriſh ground, 60 
And ne'er debas'd to deck a fawning knave, 

To vile corruption, and to vice a ſlave; 

But pure tranſmitted to poſterity, 

While ſhamrocks grow and Iriſhmen are free. 


Now to the ſpacious dreary iſle I turn, 65 
To drop a tear on yonder hallow'd urn, 
Where Swirr reclines, vext by the world no more, 
His joyful ſpirit ſought that happy ſhore, 
Where curs'd ingratitude no place can find, 
Nor diſappointments e'er affect the mind. 70 
Alive, e' en critics own'd that he had wit, 
Now dead, his wiſdom dulneſs muſt admit; 


Tho? 
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Tho? ome would have a curtain drawn between 
His nicer pieces and the low obſcene, 
Yet vice and folly find that, to their coſt, 75 
He painted trueſt where he daub'd the moſt; 
And if he e' er to filth a mirror held, | 

*T was love of cleanlineſs the act impell'd. 
Dear to his patriot breaſt, his country dear 
Oft coſt him many a line and many a tear; 80 
But finding vain each wiſh, each effort vain, 
To bring a croud to reaſon, long infane, 
He built a bedlam to enforce his rules, 
And turn'd ſtark-mad to find the nation fools. 
Great, helpleſs bard ! thy laſt ſad ſcene of woe, 85 
And former genius, give mankind to know, 
Tho? bright the flame which -animates-our clod, - 
*Tis very darkneſs in the ſight of Goo. 


Ah! let me fly this gloom, and ſhift the ſcene, 
Suppoſe, for novelty, to College- green, 90 
Where, - rais*d on high, equeſtrian William ſhows, 
In warlike majeſty, his Roman noſe ; 

While from his baſe the copious water flow, 

. Surrounded by the motley crowd below; 

Th' athletic chairman here with ample ſmile, g 

Abates his thirſt, and talks-of flames awhile, 

Which at firſt look within his boſom *roſe, 

Bright as the candle in his lantern glows ; 

While Beſs, the kitchen maid, attends his tale, 

And ſprinkles d on him from her pail. 100 
The 


EMI 

- The ſooty ſweep here waſheth down the ſmoke, 
Forgets his cares, and cracks the merry joke ; 
Without a figh beholds the pomp of ſtate, 
And pities all the mis'ries of the great. 

Here, too, the ſhoe-boy, vers'd in comic glee, 105 
From nature's fountain ſpouts the repartee, 
While, unembarraſs'd by the flow'rs of art, 

The jeſt, ſtark-naked, ſeizeth on the heart. 


O now the Univerſity I ſpie, 
Expanded wide, attracting ev'ry eye, 110 
Where ſcience doth on ſons of genius ſmile, 
Or teacheth dunces how to ſhame our iſle. 
Parent. of wiſdom, learning, virtue, fame, 
Thou nurſe of merit with the ſacred name, 
Pleas'd have I view'd thy ſtudious pupils ſhine 115 
In depths of learning, never to be mine; | 
While the bright blooming honours of the age, 
Whoſe parts adorn the ſenate, church, and ſtage, 
Are great examples, held to Europe's view, 
Of what at home poor Iriſhmen can do. 120 
And Oxford, Cambridge too, with envy ſee, 
Proud England owe her brighteſt gems to thee. 
Meanwhile forgive th' unletter'd poet's lays, 
Who midfſt of ſatire offers thee his praiſe, 
And from a ſtranger, to thy walls receive 125 
This willing tribute, all he hath to give; 
Untutor'd in thy lore, I juſt aſpire 
To rev'rence wiſdom I can ne'er acquire. 
Freſhmen, 
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Freſhmen, the freedom of my lines may blame, 


And junior ſophiſters deny me fame; 130 

*Twill hurt not me: but ſhould this humble a 

Find to ſome ſenior fellow's ear the way, 

He haply pleas'd, *twill yield me greater joys 

Than all the praiſe of all the College boys. 

Now, while from intellectual labour freed, 125 

The ſtudent ſtrives at bowls to gain the meed, 

Relaxing from the ſtudies of the day, | 

He wiſely lends an hour to aQtive play : 

Let me, unbending too my mental pow'rs, 

Waſte in the College-park the ſultry hours, 144 

Sequeſter'd from the town there filent rove, 

Think of my griefs, and tune my pipe to love: 

Or to the Muſeum an hour repair, 

Delighted, viewing all the wonders there; 

Beholding, now their threat'ning terrors fled, 1 45 

The rattleſnake and alligator $ head; 

See faſhion'd by the curious artiſt's hind; 

In miniature, the Giants Cauſeway ſtand. 

Within a bottle here a reel I meet, 

His wondrous work, who had nor hands nor feet, 

And there his writing, more admired by all 

Than was of old the writing on the wall. 

What ſweet ſenſations in my boſom riſe, 

When Bryan Boro's lyre attracts my eyes; 

I pant to hear our native bards once more, 155 

And Iriſh harpers play from ſhore to ſhore. _ 

But I in vain each wonder would rehearſe, 

Toads, ſerpents, bats and ferrets, crowd my verſe; 
Ores, 

\ 
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Ores, min'rals, ſpars and foffils, grits and ſtones, 
Mummies and medals, butterflies and bones; 160 
All ſeeking eager for their ſhare of praiſe, 
Drag the poor muſe a thouſand diff rent ways; 
White the to antiquarians leaves their fame, 
And fondly ſeeks for ſome more ſolid theme. 


Silence that bell! methinks I hear afar 165 
The jangling clamours of the noiſy bar, 
Where in the courts tern juſtice pan Re. 
And half a hair makes either fide prevail; 
Where, oft too late, the poorer clients ſee 
That no man's caſe is good without a fee. 170 


The pilf ring wreteh, condemn'd to hang in state, 


Mourns more the want of riches than his fate, 
And thinks ſmall villains are condemn'd to die, 
That mighty plunderers may riſe on high, 
Beyond the reach of juſtice bravely ſtart, 175 
And have more room to act che villain's part; 
For that where pow'rful wealth can find a flaw 
Murders manſlaughter, open robb'ry, Jaw; 
Who ſteals a theep muſt loſe his forfeit life, 
While the wretch lives who robs you of your wife. 
'Tis true the raviſher meets juſt” diſgrace,” '' 184 
The gibbet ſtares the mur@rer in the face; 
Great ſons of Treaſon on the ſcaffold die, 
And the rope lifts the humbler rebel high ; 
But where's the puniſhment for him array d, 185 
Who blaſts the virtue of an helpleſs maid? 

| FF Where 
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Where' is the magiſtrate, with pow'r endu' 
By law, to puniſh damn'd ingratitude?  , 
Or the deſtruction pour'd upon that head, 
Recking adult'rous from the injur d bed? 190 
No: this is game for which the great can pay, 
Lay down your damages and ſeize your prey. 


But how ſhall laws be made to tame the will, 
While boys of twenty-one * the ſenate fill! 
Pert beardleſs cubs, that yelp each ſide the houſe, 
Or ſit as meek and ſilent as a mouſe; 196 
Changing alternately as things do go, ; 
Their No for Aye, and then their Aye for No; 
Regardleſs of their hapleſs country's doom, 

If they can ſtrut, dreſs, powder, and perfume. 200 
This calls me back to College-green again, 

I muſt not miſs my lords and gentlemen. 
Hear this, you things with ſtars and ribands gay, 
Or coin'd five hundred years, or yeſterday ; * 
Whether. your honours ſtamp, new from the fire, 
Weighẽ d in the ſcales, beneath the ſtandard's found, 
Nor paſſeth current twenty miles around; 

Or you who take your title from ſome foe, 


By proxy ſlain a thouſand. years ago,” 20 
ab Totgot 511 no alen 40 205 Lay 
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- * \Neither of rhe aboye + remarks is to include all. 


Voung Marcus bids fair to arrive at the excellence of his Roman 
nameſake Marcus Tullius Cicero. And Leitrinio wears his 
New-got long-· merited honours with becoming luſtre and dignity. 
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Ay claim to honours won before the floofl, 
Yourſclves perhaps nor valiant wiſe or good. 
'Twere well, when titles fell n yu, 
That virtues were hereditary too; be, 
Then never would the baſe degenꝰ rate on aig 
Diſgrace the motto by his father won, lis 
Nor rampant lion, grinning as in ſcorn, 

A 5 our eluent e Jy 

Now wed 14% my th ne p pen, 40 

Leſt I ſhould wrong ſome; honourable men, 220 
But that freſh. game in view below I ſpie, ' 
The Houſe of C-mm-ns now attracts my eye; 
The lower houſe whence G our 3 
Calls up to titles many a gracelols ching. 
Muſt be untenanted in twenty years; 225 
For who'll make C mm- as faſt as he makes "I; { 
Well doth his M——y, God bleſs him, know ' 
The art to make a friend out of a foe; © 
Places and penſions make ſmall fools his ſlaves, 
And titles buy Right Honourable Knaves; 230 
E'en Patriots, "righely ply'd within the hour, 
From bold oppoſers turn to Pimps of Pow'r. 
I'd know'a' patriot: member by his face, 
For all are patriots who are out of place, 
Would fain be in, but born with palates nice; 2 35 
They think the Premier bids too low a price; 
Increaſe the ſhining: bait,” they'll ſoon lay hold, 
4. ſell cheir country for a meſs IF gold; 
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Or 


A vote from Parliament may do as well: 249 

This Hypfiboas knew, who is no chicken, 

And fifty thouſand pounds was pretty picking. 

A ſilver head · ach once in former days, 

Silenc'd the thundet af Demoſthenes; - | 

But modern Philips roll a golden tide, 243 

That &en might turn our Iriſh Flood alide ; 

Yet what, tho? dire diſeaſe, in days of yorgy 

A bridge broke down, and aer I | 

Still incorruptible his patriot ſtream |: 

Of elocution flows along to fame, 250 

While his unfathomable depth of ſenſe | 

Rolls in a torrent of ſtrong eloquente, 

Burſting reſiſtleſs thro the _ mound 

Of miniſterial orat'ry around; 

Bearing fair freedom on its billows high. - 

And-whelming in its waves foul tyranny, | 

Enough of that; -hark to the grand debate 

On buſineſs of laſt import to the ſtate: | 

Young Polyphonus juſt broke looſe from ſchool, 

At once to play the orator and fool, 260 

Starts on his legs and hopes, with hat in hand, | 

The houſe's whole attention to command 

He opes his jaws, with boſom nothing fearing, 

And, Miſter Speaker, Sir, I beg a hearing: 

Each ſcribbling wight now catches at the ſound, 26 5 

While, Hear him, hear him,“ echoes all around, 

Well, let him now go on, and on he goes; 

& Who! wars with England, fir, are England's foes ; 
What 


81 
But in four Quarters of the world alone? 27 
Tho' Heyder Ally now is dead and gone, 
There are more caſtern princes fure than one; 
The loſs of ſweet Jamaica much I fear, 
For Pve à lick riſh tooth, and ſugar's dear; 
Then here at home we play 4 pretty game, 275 
For White and Right Boys are the very ſame; 1 
And let me, Miſter Speaker, add again, 
Our Iriſh Volunteers are Iriſhmen.” | 
Hence he concludes, with obſervation juſt, - 
That if Hibernia muſt be free ſhe muſt. 260 
Next morn at Daly's ſnatching up the news, _ 
His name in the debate with tranſport views; | 
E | 
And wonders at the ſpeech he never made: 
Tis thus that ſcience laid on groy'ling minds, 285 
More to his native earth each blockhead binds, | 
Hail, fource of ſcience, heav'n-born genius, hail! 
Abſtract from thee, can ſtudy avght avail 7 
In vain the dunce tries academic rule, 
In vain the labour of the College fool; 290 
Genius alone makes men of learning ſhine, 
And bids the poet write the flowing line; 
Convinceth from the pulpit and the. bar, 
And: guides with able hands the 'reins of war; 
Gives the phyſician ample pow'r to heal, 295 
And in the ſenate rules the commonweal. 
What, tho' the ſtranger wrapt in vaſt ſurpriſe, 
The exterior beauties of the fabrick eyes, 
While 
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While thro' the high Ionic pillars rows, ö 


Nightly with lights the grand piazza glows: | 36d 


Illum'd by Foſter, who bright wiſdom's ray 


Shads in the houſe, and darkneſs turns to day; 


Yet, moſt within to wiſdom, virtue dead, 
Hold forth the ſhadow, but the: fanl has fled ; 
And baniſh, while they eloquence N | 39 5 
Exalted, fine and common ſenſe away. 

To bar and ſenate, now, I bid good night, 
Divinity and phyſic are in fight; -/ lf + 
And well may happy Dublin proudly — 

Her ſoul and body doctors mighty holt ; git 


The wiſe phyſician, ſtrutting from the College, 7 


Wich Hippocrates art and Galen's knowledge, | 
Preſcribes his potions, boluſes and pills 


By far more fatal than Pandora's ill 
Till ſouls affrighted from their bodies fly, 345 
And parents, children, wives and huſbands die. 
See Doctor Bulb, not far from Grafton. ſtreet, | 


Grim Peſtle, the apothecary, meet; 


Good morrow, Doctor! Peſtle dear, good —_ 
Why in your face are all theſe ſigus. of ſorrow? 329 
Why look ſo ſurly without rhyme or reaſon, : 
Have not we had a bleſſed ſickly ſeaſon#: :. 
True, DoQor, true ; but new! our work a doe, 
Agues and pleuriſies, with ſpring, are gone; 
Till autumn comes, with all her hopeful ne: 326 
We ſcarce ſhall ſee one fickly face again; 4 
You know, dear Doctor, *tis the firſt 8 
Of heat and cold that keep us in our coaches. 
Fear 
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Fear not, dear Peſtle, buſineſs cannot fail. 
Peg Plunket's doing for us with her t I; 330 
With full five. hundred more, of high-renown,. 
Now private, ſoon will be upon the town: 
I need not tell you how to act your part, N 
You have it from my recipes by heart: 
That the apothecary fee'd to cure, 335 
Should be the firſt to p—— again the :; 
Then we ſnall have the Biſhops by whole dozens, 
With all the Peers and Commons and their couſins : 
A Duke or two, perhaps we can't have more, 
With lawyers and attornies many a ſcore ;- 340 
Enraptur d I the pleaſing proſpect view, © 
Induſtrious folk have ſomething ſtill to do. 
Peſtle, farewel; dear doctor Bulb, adieu! 


Now proſper long our drowſy parſons all, 
What woeful ſermons from their pulpits fall“; 345 
Down fink their words, like dough devoid of leay'n, 
And ſeldom lift a ſingle foul to heaven: 
But fiercely wielding controverſy's rod 

They wittily pervert the word of Godz | 
While liſt' ning demons clap their wings afar, 359 
And rebel angels blow the trump of war. 
Then while old errors pure religion ſtain, | , 
While novel doctrines rend the church in twain ; 
While rival prieſts, condemning all the reſt, 
Proclaim their own opinions as the beſt. - 335 
Fg Re 2 Sure, 


© Parody of Chevy Chaſe. 
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Sure, midſt the diſcord of religious ſtrife, 
He, mindleſs of the prieſt-craft forms of life, 
Upon the ſureſt, beſt foundation ſtands, 


Who loves his God, and keeps his great commands; 
Who for. ſalvation on no form relies, 360 


Whoſe priel is unser, whoſe altar earth, ſea, 
"© ies 
Who looks beyond the ſeQtary's ſmall plan, 

And views a brother in each righteous man; 
To meu and brutes his love and mercy ſhews, 
And hopes in heav'n to meet his greateſt foes f. 
It is not mine, on Pegaſean wing, 366 
Of ſteeples heights and holy walls to ſing ; 
Whether with magic circles compaſs'd round, 

To keep off Devils from the hallow'd ground; 
Like gay Saint Andrew's, or the croſs built ones, 
Like Gothic Chriſt- church, or the plain-like John's; 
Nor thall my muſe the chanter's muſic try, 

Nor with the loud-ton'd organ's dare to vie, 
While the performer, flouriſhing, eſſays 

To ſhew his {kill, more than to utter praiſe. 375 
Satire I write; and vice with vengeance due | 
(Tho? the reſide in churches) Pit purſue; 


Strip her, tho rev tend dreſs the Fiend adorns, | 


And bars monſter at . . horns: 
lee 


vide Pope's Univerſal Prayer. 
He hath ſhewed thee, O man, what is good; and what 


doth the Lord require of thee but to do juſtly, and to love 
mercy, and to walk humbly with thy God.” Micah vi. 8. 
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Have at you, funſhine chriſtians, where you ſmile, 
In glitt'ring pews, or flaunt along the iſle. 

My lord and lady ſpent fix nights and days 

At balls and races, maſquerades and plays; 

By vice and folly lur'd, the whole week round _ 
They fought for bliſs, but miſery they found: 385 
And Sunday come, they deign'd, *twas very odd, 
To honour with their ptay'rs the houſe of Goos; 
Anew with more convenienee to begin, | 
Two pious hours expunge the week of fin ; 
*Twas hurry'd o'er, they drove off ſep'rate ways, 
She to her gallant, he to Sally Hayes “. 391 


To Delia, long the idol of the town, 
Lords, knights, and common council - men bow 
doyn; 
She goes to church] you aſk what does the there? 
Is it the work of worſhip and of prayer? 395: 
Is it to ſeek the bleſſed aid of grace, 3 
And with offended Goodneſs make her peace? 
No: Delia goes to ſee her vot'ries nod, 
And at his altar triumph o' er her God; 
Shrin'd in the pride of Europe and the Eaſt, 4⁰⁰ 
The milliner- made goddeſs ſhines confeſt; 
Aſſumes imperial Juno's ſtately mien, 
And apes the graces of the. Paphian queen: 
Her panting breaſts, half bare, arreſt the Gohe, - 
And give a proſpect of unbleſt delight; 40g 


A late celebrated courtezan. 
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While luſt darts wildly thro' her humid eyes, 
She vents each wanton. wiſh in am'rous ſighs ; 


She ſeems to pray behind her ſpreading fan, 


To hide her face from that vile creature man; 
Yet doth one ſide a tempting cheek diſcloſe, 410 
And ſmiles appointments with an hundred beaux; 
An hundred beaux all gazing on her charms, - 
Who wiſh no Heay'n but that in Delia's arms. + 
Fly, ye profaners of the houſe of pray'r, 

And to the ſtews unhallow'd walls repair ;- , 415 
There deal your glances, lewd deſires alla, 
And in your carnal raptures die away 

Be moderately damn'd, wage common war, 
Nor in his manſion the ONE dare. 


old Debit goes to . a place | in Heav'n, 420 
His virtues plead and have his fins forgivinz 


He thanks his God he never ſought a wite, 


Nor one bad bargain made in all his life; 
He pays his debts and taxes ſoon as due, | 
And ſnores two hours each Sunday in his pew, 425 
All doQor Dullman's texts remembers well, 
Tho? of his ſermons not a word can tell; 

And if he e'er was tempted to beſtow, 
Sixpence at once to- Pony and woe, 

He hopes the crime will ne'er be brought to charge, 
But God forgive the heart he made too large; 
Then homeward turns, and loudly at the door 


Singles his bleſſed penny to the Pages 


Departs 
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Departs in peace, reſolv'd with conſcience ſound 
To lie, and cant, and cheat the whole week round. 


For this vile mockery that ſhames our days, 
This ſpecious mimickry of pray'r and praiſe, 
We may with tears thank our right rev'rend drones, 
To whoſe tame arguments all hearts are ſtones : 
"Tis not round periods and a flowing ſtile 440 
That can the paſſions from their paths beguile ;, 
Nor have I ever known converſion wrought 
By. any fine-ſpun' metaphpſic thought : 
Impaſſion'd language tis, that, bold and ſtrong, 
Speaks to rude nature in her mother tongue ; 
Old Sin and Satan frights with loud alarm, 446 
And carries all the fort within. by ſtorm. St 


Thus near the Nation- 8 bank he ſtarch'd True 
blue, 


Where Mary's-abbey wideſt dts the view, ' 
His cuſhion thumps with many a hearty bonds 459 
And faves the finger wheth'r he will or no. 


At Eve's and Adam s thus in 8 
Old Kyrie Eleiſon makes his doctrine plain; 
Roars Purgatory loud till all comply, 
: For while he thamgs around who dare deny. 45 5 


Thus in the pile that bears Betheſda's name, 
The preachers raiſe th'enthuſiaſtic flame; 


Exalt 
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Exalt the paſſions, ſtrike calm reaſon low, 
And gain a proſelyte at ev'ry blow. 
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Tho' rival prieſts purſue a diff' rent aim, 460 
Yet ſtill their outward manners are the ſame ; 3 
All earneſt preach, and all as fervent pray, 

While each attempts converſion in his way. 
Alone eſtabliſh'd ſhepherds cold and til 

Give to their wand'ring ſheep their giddy will, 46. 5 
Sure of the fleece, and ſafe from worldly evil, 
They yield their bet ou n t0 the d. 


In ſpite of nature e red up a a 
Hear Spoiltext in the pulpit ſqueak and whine, 
Ten tedious minutes upon grace and will, 470 
While paſſion reigneth unaffected ſtill. | 
But where's the puppy parſon can compare 
With him in neweſt oaths, and ſcented hair ; 
He ſtruts along, a damning, hect ring blade, | 
And curſes like a'trooper off ave 1 
Quaffs with avidity the roſy bowl, * 
And! oves a pretty 425 with all * foul. 


As once upon a time he went to pray, 
Where on his death; bed an old ſwaddler lay, 
On ſnow- white handkerchief he dropt a knee, 480 
Then took a pinch of his belov'd rappee: 
He paus'd and ponder'd with grimace and ſmile, 
And ſnuff'd and ſneez' d, and hum'd and haw'd 


| awhile ; 3 
n 
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Arriv'd at where he ſhould have ſaid Amen, 

He ſneez d out Demme, ſneez d and damn'd again. 
Spite of diſeaſe up ſtarts the dying man, 

And nimbly ſeiz'd the parſon's ſmooth ratan ; 
Satan, avaunt !” he cry'd, and, as he ſpoke, 
To Spoiltext's back apply'd the active ſtroke. 
Keep from this houſe for ever far away, 490 
* Thou outward ſheep, but inward beaſt of prey. 
O brethren, brethren, brethren, ſtill beware 
Of parſons that wear boots and powder'd hair. 
* Go, fir,” he cry'd, © and curſe among your 


Vi— 
So, bleſs me, kick'd young Demme out of doors; 
And fully pleas'd with Spoiltext's juſt diſgrace, 
He read * John Bunnian, and he died in peace, 


Author of the Pilgrim's Progreſs, 


. END OF BOOK THE SECOND. 
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